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In all modesty I can say I put on a good show, and I've no
doubt a number of passengers missed their trains while watching
me darting through the crowd, delivering a genuine east side
newspaper sales talk such as many of them had never heard
before. In a few minutes I had sold all the papers and was back
for more. The boy came to life, hurried across the street to a
news-stand for a new supply. I decided then and there that
Omaha was the place for me.
Selling papers in Omaha was nice work. In a week or so I was
steeped in luxury on an income of more than a dollar a day. I
also bore a good many battle-marks and faced a probability of
adding to their number each afternoon. When I showed up on
Farnam Street I was sure of having one or more fights with local
newsboys unwilling to divide the business with a stranger. Twice
the police took a hand in the feud, and each time I was saved
trouble by approximating the truth; I showed them rny half-
used railroad ticket as proof that I was not a tramp, and added
the fiction of having my family's permission to earn money to
complete my education.
One evening a sign in an employment office window called
for mule-skinners in Wyoming. Wages, thirty dollars a month,
transportation free. It was an intriguing proposition. Why should
they send men away out there to skin some mules? A little cautious
inquiry in the street revealed that it was a railroad job. They
wanted men to drive teams of mules hitched to spoon-shaped
scrapers, which were filled with earth, then dragged to wherever
wanted and dumped. It was easy; anyone could do it who knew
how to drive.
In Iowa I had learned a little about driving horses hitched to
a wagon; Wyoming was one of the places I had in mind to see
at some future date. Approaching the man in charge, I asked
for a job, asserting confidently that I had spent practically all my
life behind a team of mules.
"Oh, yeh? Ever do anything else?" he asked, without much
show of interest.
"Well, I've been driving a bull-team between Deadwood and
Whitewood until the railroad came in and took away all the
freight."
He looked at me incredulously. "Fer-cri-sake! How old are you,
anyway?"
"I'll soon be eighteen." In the circumstances it didn't seem